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A Romance of Old Gaul. 
{Time, 58 B.C.) 
The Helvetian camp was in great confusion. The long battle which had 
decided their fate was over, and Caesar was now in possession of their bag­
gage and camp. A little to one side was pitched a large tent, and from it stole 
two figures, a man and a woman. They were trying to escape, hut had not 
gone far before they were commanded to halt. Before them stood four 
Roman guards, their drawn swords flashing in the moonlight. 
"Ah! 'Tis the son of Orgetroix," cried one. 
"And a woman, too!" exclaimed another. 
"His fair sister, I'll wager," said the third. "Tales of her beauty have 
reached even my ears." 
"Bind them," ordered the fourth, who was a fierce-looking warrior, "and 
take them to the prison tent." 
Silvia, the girl, drew back, but rough hands seized her. Quick as a flash, 
her brother, Alpherus, drew his sword, and, ordering them to stop, said that he 
would die before he would see his sister bound by Romans. The guards turned 
fiercely to him, and doubtless would have slain him then and there had not a 
Roman officer appeared. 
" 'Tis the Lieutenant Labienus," said one, and, closing around their pris­
oners, they saluted their commander. 
'' How now, Marcus ?'' asked Labienus, addressing one of them. '' Who are 
these prisoners?" 
Marcus, the guard who had ordered the captives bound, stepped forward 
and,-saluting again, told the circumstances. 
"Bind not the woman," ordered the lieutenant, "but the brother's wrists, 
not roughly, for 'tis a brave brother who defends his sister against four Roman 
guards.'' 
'' Thank you, noble sir,'' said Silvia. '' Those guards did seize me roughly.'' 
"Do not think ill of them, Their orders are to bind all trying to flee. 
The noble Caesar favors not those who, having surrendered, try to escape.'' 
"Having surrendered?" asked Silvia. "The daughter of Orgetorix will 
never surrender." 
"Not even if she were sold into slavery?" asked the lieutenant in his turn. 
"I sold into slavery? I shall not submit to such an outrage. You must 
remember that there is always a last resort." Saying this, she unconsciously 
touched a small dagger that hung at her side. 
They were in the light of the torches now, and Labienus marvelled at her 
beauty. Her dark hair was hanging over her shoulders, and a Grecian band 
of gold, studded with precious stones, encircled her head. She was fair, and 
her cheeks had the red tinge of excitement, though her large, dark-brown eyes 
gazed fearlessly at the number of Roman soldiers about her. Her graceful 
white dress fell a little below the ankles, and her little feet were encased in 
handsome sandals. A red scarf, probably from a market in Rome, hung from 
her shoulders, making a pretty contrast with her dark hair and white dress. 
After gazing at her for a while, Labienus came to the conclusion that none 
of the beauties of Italy could outshine this pretty Helvetian maid. 
2 T H E  T H O M A S  E C H O  
- A t  t h i s  m o m e n t  M a r c u s  c a m e  u p  t o  a s k  i f  h e  s h o u l d  t a k e  A l p h e r u s  t o  t h e  
prison tent. 
"You surely do not mean to send my brother to the prison tent," cried 
Silvia. "When the Helvetians take royal prisoners, they treat them as they 
should be treated. They have separate tents. Is it possible that the Romans, 
who boast of their culture, can not equal the honorable and generous Helvetians 
in courtesy?" 
"The Romans are as courteous as the Helvetians, as Labienus, their faith­
ful servant, will show you.'' 
"Marcus," he ordered, "pitch two small tents near my tent, and station a 
guard around each." 
"And now," he said, turning to Silvia, "I shall take you and your brother, 
Alpherus, to the great Caesar.'' 
"Very well," she answered, unconsciously straightening her scarf and 
smoothing her long hair, which the night wind had blown in her face. 
"Royal prisoners, you say?" asked Caesar as Labienus came to him. "I 
hope you will pass a pleasant night," he said, turning to the captives. "Labie­
nus, I shall hear the case tomorrow.'' 
Dismissed for the night, the brother and sister were escorted to their sepa­
rate tents, and left alone. 
The next day they learned that they were to be held as hostages until the 
Helvetians surrendered, and then they would be freed for a sum of gold. 
Silvia resigned herself to her fate, but it did not prove to be an unhappy 
one. The handsome Labienus had been greatly attracted by the fearless daugh­
ter of the hills on the night of the capture. As time went on, his attraction 
broadened into love. Many happy hours were spent in her luxurious tent, which 
Labienus saw lacked nothing. He told her wonderful stories of his sunny coun­
try, and of his ancestral home which was waiting for a mistress. 
When Silvia had promised to go with him to Italy, he went to Caesar, 
and, telling him of his love for the Helvetian, asked to be allowed to pay her 
ransom and make her free. 
Caesar, who had by this time subdued the Helvetians, knowing the great 
services Labienus had done for Rome, congratulated the lieutenant, telling him 
that because of his faithfulness and unerrring devotion to his duty, his sweet­
heart should be free. As a compliment to the future wife, he also freed 
Alpherus. 
Labienus took his pretty wife to Italy, and after the wars in Gaul were 
over, he returned to his beloved country. And there, in the old ancestral home, 
with great colonnades and marble halls, surrounded by beautiful gardens, cooled 
by the soft winds, and overspread by the blue Italian sky, Lieutenant Labienus, 
of the imperial army of Rome, and Silvia, a mountain maid from picturesque 
Helvetia, spent many happy years. 
Mamie Lucas. 
Inevitably. 
The farmers may talk of bluebirds, 
Of zephyrs the poets may sing, 
' But a tack upright 
On the floor at night 
Is the sign of an early spring. 
T H E  T H O M A S  E C H O  3 
After Examination. 
Johnny sat by the fire in an easy arm-chair, 
And fell into meditation; 
He had worked for a week in the puzzling affair 
Of the winter examination. 
So he shut his eyes and leant back in the chair, 
Just to rest his tired eyelids he meant— 
He thought it all over while thus sitting there, 
And this is the way that it went: 
The indicative mood of three times fifty-four 
And the cube of the torrid zone, 
Make what per cent of a baseball score 
In longitude seventy-one? 
There is something wrong about that, I know, 
And the next one is just as bad— 
About parsing the ratio of Borneo 
To the treaty of Trinidad. 
I'll try the next—what rate per cent. 
Of the battle of Bunker Hill 
Is the present tenSe of a continent 
If the discount is charged in the bill ? 
I could work that out if I knew the price 
Of the dividend's passive voice; 
For the principal products are pronouns and rice 
And Stark with his Green Mountain boys. 
I'll never get through if I go on thus, 
But the adjective's administration 
Began with the downfall of minus and plus 
By the square of the first conjugation. 
0 me! It is all in a terrible mix, 
And it's nearly the time for closing. 
Hello! What's that ? It's the clock striking six. 
I certainly must have been dozing. 
—Selected. 
. was an ll0Ur or two Past midnight, and Mr. Jagnay was fumbling about 
in the hallway and muttering angrily to himself. 
"What's the matter?" asked Mrs. Jagnay. 
"There's two hatracks here," he answered, "an' I don't know w'ich one to 
hang m hat on." 
"You've got two hats, haven't you? Hang them on both." 
BROWNE & BORUM, Plumbers and Wirers Too 
T H E  T H O M A S  E C H O  
How Miss Cow Got 'er Cud. 
It was raining outside, and the children were sitting, by the big old-
fashioned fireplace in mamma's room. They had been toasting marshmallows, 
but now everything was as quiet as a mouse, for Aunt Clarisa was going to 
tell one of her tales. In her lap sat little Martin, while at her feet were Anna 
and Jim, all waiting eagerly for her to begin. 
"Well," started Aunt Clarisa, "Miss Cow iised ter lib in' er little shanty on 
er hill. Ev'y day she wuz driv'n down der hill ter be milked. While she wuz 
being milked Br'er Rabbit an' some ob der creeturs what done lib neer Miss 
Cow would jest break into Miss Cow's shanty an' steal all ob der feed what 
she don' had sto'ed dare, und when she come home she fin' all ob der feed don 
gone. , , , 
One mornin', Miss Cow she done seed Br'er Fox an' Br er Rabbit er sneek n 
'round der house, an' so she sez, sez she: "Say, Br'er Rabbit und Br er Fox, 
do youns know what's don' went wid .my feed?" 
' Now, Br'er Rabbit an' Br'er Fox done seed dat Miss Cow wuz spoz 11 twas 
dem dat done stole her feed, so dey sez, sey dey: "Yes, Miss Cow, we seed 
Br'er Bah a sneek'n' round here; he's der scoundrel what don' stole your 
feed—yes, he's der scoundrel." 
Miss Cow she done been knowing Br'er Rabbit an' Br'er Fox er mighty 
long time, so she 'cides for ter go ter see Sis Witchegame ter see. what ter do 
'bout dis steal 'n' bis'nis. Ez Miss Cow libed a pow'ful long way from Sis 
Witchegame, she gits up early in, der morn, so fer ter get back home by night. 
When she gits ter Sis' Witchegame's house, she fells-her jail 'bout der bad 'havior 
of Br'er Rabbit an' Br'er Fox an' der oder creeters 'round 'bout her home. 
Den Sis' Witchegame sez ter her: "Fer why don't you carry yer feed 'round 
wid ye in er storehouse ?" • 
"Well, now," sez Miss Cow, "how 'bout dis. I ain't got no storehouse. 
Den Sis' Witchegame sets ter work, an' atter er while hands er cud over 
ter Miss Cow an' tells her ter swallow it, which Miss Cow does. Den Sis' 
Witchegame tells Miss Cow dat dis cud can be her storehouse where she can 
keep her feed, an' no mo' creeters can steal it, an' she can chew her feed when-
air she pleased. Miss Cow wuz pow'fully pleased, an' from dat day ter dis she 
carries her feed wid her, an' chews it when she pleases, which folks calls chew­
ing her cud. 
Lily May Crawford. 
Ode to Ruskin on Completing "Se.«ame and Lilies." 
Lift him up gingerly 
Now we are done; 
Tired of his axioms, 
Ready to run. 
Carry him quietly 
'W ay from our sight; 
Hide him so carefully 
Out of the light. 
Weary we were with him, 
Sore he oppressed us; 
Hide him securely 
Forever, and rest us. 
—Exchange. 
T H E  T H O M A S  E C H O  
Snatches from the Morning Conversation 
in the Study Hall. 
First Girl (entering and placing her books on her desk, not very gently) : 
"Oh my, I don't know a lesson today. I'll be kept in.till midnight." 
Second Girl: "Do you know your Caesar?" 
"Naw; haven't looked at it. I have thirty algebra examples to work, a 
French lesson to learn, my rhetoric to write, and my prose to copy, all before 
the bell rings." 
A few more girls straggle in. 
"Oh, mercy! Give me a pen, quick!" (Tragically 5 
out.) 
s pen and rushes 
A few more girls enter.. . 
'' Oh, look at our new dress!'' 
Chorus: 
" Phew-u-u-u-u-u-u-u-u-u!" 
'' Somebody read me that prose, quick!" " Oh, mercy, hand liie a knife; this 
pencil is broken!" "Oh, listen, she says her pencil is broken." "Well, smarty, 
you know what I mean; hand me that knife." " There goes Miss Skinner!' ' 
"Come on, let's go up." "Now, who swiped my ink tablet? I brought a brand-
new one here yesterday afternoon! Oh, here it is, inside my desk!" "Say, how 
much of this stuff did we have to learn?" "Two pages?" "Naw, we didn't 
have but one." "Well, then, crazy, what'd you ask me then, for, if you know 
so well?" "Oh, isn't he the cutest thing?" "Sh-h-h, there's Miss Thomas!" 
"Who wants some candy?" "Me—me—me." "Just listen to that. I would 
have given you some if you had said 'I," but I can't put up with such, 
ignoraini." "Ha! Ha! Ha! .Listen at her! You're worse than we are! Who 
ever heard of 'ignorami?' "Ouch, that's my foot you're standing on." "Now, 
youall have simply got to play basketball." "Now, you just take my name off 
that list. T told you I wasn't going to play this afternoon." "No, you didn't." 
"Yes, I did." "Well, girls, go outside and fight it out." "Will you please 
lend me my own pencil? I've looked this place over for it, and there you sit 
working with it." "Well, don't kill me! I'11 never do it again, your majesty!'' 
'' Oh, there goes the bell!" " I '11 never get through this day!'' 
Groans come from every direction. 
(Author's Note.—All this is said at the top of the voice.) 
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The Conquest. 
PART III. 
Synopsis of' preceding parts: 
It is the time of the invasion of Florida by Andrew Jackson, during the 
first Seminole War, in 1818. Pensacola and St. Marks are surrounded by 
United States soldiers. Malcolm McDonald, the hero, on a business visit at the 
governor's mansion in Pensacola, meets and falls in love with the governor's 
niece, Marguerita. Not obtaining permission to call, he serenades her under 
her balcony window. Marguerita, who has been kept very, closely at home, enjoys 
his songs, conversation and words of admiration immensely; but, when he finally 
tells of his intention of presenting himself to her uncle as a suitor for her hand, 
she says her uncle has plans for marrying her to Gonzales,• the young son of 
an old friend. She, herself, however, shows preference for the young American. 
Marguerita did not see her uncle until late in the day. His face was 
flushed, and he seemed troubled and angry. She embraced him affectionately 
and asked: "Is there something troubling .you, uncle?" 
"Yes," he answered. "Child, that young scoundrel, Gonzales, upon whom 
I have been building so many hopes, has run off and married one of the silly 
women of the court. Oh, daughter, if you ever have such another suitor for 
your hand—" A servant entered. 
"A gentleman, senor." 
"I guess it's some more about this infernal invasion," said the governor. 
"Show him in." 
Marguerita's heart beat fast. She was almost afraid her uncle would hear 
it as McDonald entered. He was dressed in citizens' clothes of the latest cut, 
and as he made a polite bow, the angry governor could not help but admire so 
fine a specimen of young manhood. But when McDonald began to speak, and 
in frank, straightforward language began putting forth his plea, the old gentle­
man 's anger rose almost to bursting point. He looked first at Malcolm, then at 
Marguerita. 
"Young man!" he roared, "do you know what you do? You, a citizen of 
the United States, ask the hand of my niece, a lady of royal blood, the admira­
tion of a whole court? You, a citizen of the United States! I tell you now and _ 
forever, as long as the flag of Spain waves over this province of Florida, no 
man of the United States shall wed Marguerita if she lives to be a hundred years 
old. When that flag ceases to float over Florida, then you may wed my niece, if 
she is willing. Now go!" 
With a graceful bow, Malcolm was leaving, when— 
"Stay!" cried the angry governor. "When does the army leave?" 
"At sunrise." 
"Very well." And McDonald left the old gentleman storming and Mar­
guerita in tears. 
'' Did you want him, daughter ?'' asked the governor, stopping before her in 
amazement. 
"Yes, uncle," came a voice choked with sobs. 
"Why, Rita, you hardly know him." 
"Yes, uncle." 
'' Have you seen him since that day he dined with us ?" 
"Yes, uncle, he—he serenaded me." 
"And did you talk with him?" 
"Yes, uncle." 
"Well, well, there'll be no more of that." 
T H E  T H O M A S  E C H O  7 
That night Marguerita's nurse slept with her in her apartments—or, I had 
better say slept alone, as Marguerita lay awake wondering. Her thoughts 
wandered from Malcolm to his songs. 
"To think, I shall never know the last verse," she said to herself. 
The nurse was slumbering peacefully, when a familiar strain broke on Mar-
guerita s ear, and a voice softly sang: 
"And fare-thee-well, my only luv, 
And fare-thee-well a while, 
And I will come again, my luv, 
Though it were ten thousand mile.'' 
Marguerita remained still until the last note died awav, fearful lest the 
nurse should awake. Then carefully she rose and peered through the curtains 
without moving them; but he was gone. 
"It was the last verse," she said softly, as she threw herself on the cough, 
and mindful of the promise in it, closed her weary eyes and fell into peaceful 
slumber. 
The days and the weeks and the months sped by. On a bitter night in 
February, 1819, a horseman galloped up to the door of the White House at 
Washington, gave his horse to the shivering negro who appeared, and hurried 
up the steps. The servant who admitted him recognized his face, and showed 
him into the president's private office. There were several gentlemen seated 
around a table examining a chart, and eagerly discussing the admission and the 
future welfare of Florida. For, since Andrew Jackson's invasion, hostility had 
been high between Spain and the United States, and it was only by the purchase ' 
of Spain's western possessions that peace was to be gained. 
"Ah, McDonald, come in, come in," said a bushy-headed individual who 
was puffing on a small black pipe. "We were just speaking of you." 
Malcolm McDonald greeted them all, shaking hands with the bushy-headed 
one, who was no other than his commander, Andrew Jackson. 
"Florida has been purchased at last," said a dignified gentleman whom 
McDonald had addressed as Mr. Monroe, "but it will be some time before the 
cession is made by Spain, and still later before it can be formally admitted 
as a new State." 
"It has been purchased—you say it has been done?" asked Malcolm ex­
citedly, and they all wondered at his enthusiasm. 
(To be concluded.) 
T H E  T H O M A S  E C H O  
EDITORIAL STAFF 
r KATE C. LUCAS 
EDITORS-IN-CHIEF j RUTH BROOKS 
r MAMIE LUCAS 
PERSONAL EDITORS | ; LOULA JONES 
ATHLETIC EDITOR HELEN BOSLER 
EXCHANGE EDITOR ALICE CULPEPPER 
PRINTING MANAGER LOUISE BOSLER 
SUBSCRIPTION MANAGER HANNAH FRANK 
ADVERTISING MANAGERS FRANCIS TAYLOR 
Rates, 75 Cents a Year; 15 Cents a Copy. 
"He who is determined has half his work done." 
"There is no termination without determination." 
Determination is the keynote to success. Without it this world would be a 
jumble of failures, for " 'Tis perseverence only that prevails." 
Have you-a hard lesson to learn, a difficult example to work, or a disagreeable 
composition to write? If so, then be determined that you will do it, and get 
down to it at once.. It is so easy to say, '' I can't,'' but before saying this try— 
use your will-power. Then, when you have tried and think success is unattain­
able, bear in mind what Napoleon said: "The word 'impossible' is not in my 
dictionary,'' and try again. 
It will be hard to keep at it at first, but remember that '' Troy was not taken 
in a day." The more you are determined to finish your task, the easier it 
will be. 
"Let us, then, be up and doing, 
With a heart for any fate; 
Still achieving, still pursuing, 
Learn to labor and to wait.'' 
Be Considerate. 
Don't make the temperature of the room agreeable to yourself only. 
Don't knock a girl's arm or shake her desk when she is writing. 
Don't fill anybody else's inkwell. 
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Don't walk heavily. 
Don't study out loud. 
Don't fail to pin your papers together. 
Don't lose an opportunity of speaking a kind word to everybody. 
"I shall pass through this world but once. Any good thing, therefore, that 
I can do, or any kindness show to any human being, let me do it now. Let 





BEST AVERAGE SCHOLARSHIP: 
1. Bessie Goodman • 93.9 
2. Eleanor Olson 93.6 
ROLL OF HONOR: 
Ruth Goodman, Green McNees, Leila Wade, Phoebe Willingham, Arthur 
Gibson, Bessie Goodman, Eleanor Olson, Elmer Williams, Frances McSpadden. 
Best in Mental Arithmetic—Ruth Goodman 96% 
Best in Practical Arithmetic—Eleanor Olson 95.9 
Best in Language—Bessie Goodman 96 
Best in Geography—Phoebe Willingham 90% 
Best in Spelling—Leila Wade and Bessie Goodman 100 
Best in Literature—Ruth Goodman 97.3 
Best in Reading—Ruth Goodman, Bessie Goodman and Eleanor 
Olson 95 
Louise B.—Miss Quarles, I'd—er—read all right if I had—er—quit stum­
bling. 
4 4 4 4 
Bessie G.—I think I did the best reading this morning. 
L. B.—Well! Miss Quarles, Bessie is giving her own compliment to herself. 
4 4 4 4 
Primary (to Miss Quarles)—I wish the big girls would sing that pretty 
church song, "Jesus, Save Some Pies for Me" ("Jesus, Safely Pilot Me"). 
T H E  T H O M A S  E C H O  
Bessie G. says she is going to be an England in the primary entertainment. 
Rather small girl to represent such a large country. 
4 4 ' 4 4 





4 4 4 4 
Louise (rushing down from the music-room, where the piano-tuner was 
busy at work)—Oh, Miss Quarles, there's a man upstairs just a stealin', and 
he's got the piano all wrecked, and he'S taking a whole lot of things out of it. 
The Adventure of a Little Girl. 
Once upon a time there was a little girl who was on her way to her grand­
mother 's house. It was a very cold day, but not snowing. It looked very much 
like it was going to snow very hard. She had to go two miles on foot. If she 
were to go by road it would take her three times longer. So she went across the 
fields. 
Aftqy she had gone a mile, it began to snow harder and harder, and after 
a while it', got to snowing so hard that she could not see three feet ahead of her, 
so she hunted for some bushes, and finally found them. She went in them, and 
the snow covered the bushes, and the heat from her body kept her very warm. 
For about a week she was down there, and people lookerl for her all the 
time. They would not have found her then had it not been for her putting a 
red ribbon on a stick and pushing it through the snow, where some people saw 
it and dug her up and took her home. 
Arthur Gibson. 
A Newsboy. 
Once there was a little boy, and he was the oldest of five children. He 
was a pretty little boy, but he was always sad. His mother said, "Why aren't 
you happy like all the other little boys? Maybe if you had something to do 
you would not be so unhappy," So she got a place as a newsboy for him. He 
liked it very much, but one day something funny happened. A man gave him a 
quarter to pay for one paper, and he did not want to give back the change, 
so very slow was he. The man said, "Don't you know how to count?" 
'' No,'' said the boy. '' The other gentlemen always say, ' Keep the change.' '' 
The gentleman laughed, and said: "You are a funny little boy. Where 
do you live?" He kept questioning the boy until he found out that he was 
the eldest of five children, and had a poor mother. The man felt' sorry for 
the little lad, and gave him the change and some more money besides. 
The boy thanked the man, and ran home to show his mother. 
Ruth Goodman. 
"Say, pa, what's a sheath skirt?" 
"That's the kind that has to be put on with a shoe-horn." 
Maude—Jack makes me tired. 
Clara—It's your own fault, dear. You should stop running after him. 
T H E  T H O M A S  E C H O  
Echoes from the Class Room. 
Notice! Reward to the person giving any information whatever of the 
'mumbler who mumbles' about two-thirty. For reward see Miss Thomas. 
4 4 ' 4 4 
Hannah: "Louisiana was purchased in Napoleon's administration." 
4 4 4 4 
Extract from Sue's composition: 
"Two young girls on beautiful gray horses, arrayed in fine riding skirts 
and with fine artificial flowers in their belts, passed by.'' 
Whoever took my tennis shoe may call and get the other one, as I have 
no longer any use for it.—Catharine Yan Court Pritchartt. 
4 4 4 4 
Mary T. is Miss Catharine Van Court Pritchartt's private secretry, as Miss 
Van Court Pritchartt is unable to supply the great demand for dictionaries. 
4 4 4 4 
Margueritta H. (in Caesar class): "They stood before Caesar, and drop­
ped their heads on the ground.'' 
4 4 4 4 
Kate says that Thor rode in a two-goat wagon. (Wonder if she meant two-
goat power.) 
4 4 4 4 
Irma says that apropos means seasonable and, for example, she says "A 
white hat is apropos.'' 
4 4 4 4 
Loula has discovered that a shoe-horn can be worn as well as a shoe. 
4 4 4 4 
Helen: "Shakespeare did more of his living in the sixteenth than in the 
seventeenth century, didn't he?" 
4 4 4 4 
Extract from Fay's composition: "In spring the birds sing their sweet 
'melancholies.' " 
4 4 4 4 
Miss Van Court Pritchartt wishes to announce that she has two new revised 
dictionaries for sale. Come early and avoid the rush. 
Miss Thomas and Mr. Scrivener unite in saying that the best part of the 
Thomas team is the coach. 
4 4 4 4 
Miss Demmon: '' What does ' daury' mean, Lidie ?' 
Helen (interrupting): '' Oh, let me tell! I know so well.'' 
Miss D.: "Very well, Helen, what is it?" 
Helen (astonished): "Why—er—er—er—er—why—er—Of—er—er—er." 
' 4 4 4 4  
Give me a book that hgs no pages in it (loose papers). 
4 4 4 4  
What do the tenth grade get on their prose books every day? Take out 
life insurance before asking. 
4 4 4 4 
Hannah says that Bacchus danced with vines and vegetables. 
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Beatrice says she didn't "meant" to say that a rebellion had atosen. 
Things never seen on the back of Thomas School tablets: '' Catharine Van 
Court Pritchartt and Helen Bosler." 
* * * * 
-Something that Loula never possesses—a pencil of her own. 
* * * * 
Louise Bosler: "The English needed laboratories (observatories) to see 
what time the ships came in." * * * * 
Imogene: "He lived in one of the gables of the seven houses." 
* * * * 
Miss Skinner: "How was the monkey dressed!" 
Ramelle: '' He—er—had a long tail.'' 
* * * * 
Teacher: "Tell something else about his coat." 
Louisa- "Oh, yes! His pantaloons were a little too short." 
* * * * 
From Alice's composition: "Her eyes dropped to the floor and blushed 
again." * „ * * 
What Mary should have said: "With bowed heads they gazed sadly at the 
ground^kat jyj-ary saj(j. "They kept their dejected heads on the ground." 
Local Notes. 
Nothing can express the pleased surprise that all experienced when Cordelia-
McNees made us a short visit last week. Cordelia has now returned to Cornell, 
after spending the Easter vacation with her parents. 
* * * * 
On April 9 a bazaar was held in the elocution hall by the girls of the sixth 
and seventh grades, for the benefit of The Echo. Much credit is due them for 
their persistent work, for the bazaar was quite a success from a financial as well 
as a social point of view, . , ... 
The elocution hall looked very pretty in its decoration of blue and white 
bunting, and with its great variety of pennants. Each class had a separate 
table, decorated in some special color. Tea was served by Misses Alice Cul­
pepper and Kate Lucas. 
* * * * 
Julia Crawford has returned from her visit to Cuba, and is now enjoy­
ing Nature at her country home at Heathman, Mississippi. 
Another Bazaar. 
The success of the last bazaar has led the girls to attempt another. This 
will be held in the window of E. H. Clarke's book-store, on May 15. This bazaar 
is also for the benefit of The Echo, and is expected to excel the last one. 
T H E  T H O M A S  E C H O  
The Girls' College Club. 
The Girls' College Club, which has been organized by the Memphis girls 
who intend going to college, met in the parlors of the Home Place of the Misses 
Thomas School Wednesday, April 7. A large number of girls from the various 
schools were present. An enjoyable program had been arranged by the com­
mittee. The main subject for discussion was the relative advantages of co-educa­
tional colleges and of colleges for girls only. 
The different excellencies of Vassar and Vanderbilt were each brought out 
by graduates of those institutions. 
Mrs. Wharton Jones gave a delightful talk on "Vassar as It Used to Be." 
Miss Fairfax Proudfit, a former graduate of M. T. S., talked of "Vassar of 
Today." Miss Luella Hefley, of M, T. S„ read a history of Vassar College. 
Miss Elizabeth. Young, A.B., Vanderbilt University, entertained the club 
with a picture of Vanderbilt life, and Miss Corinne Gladding, of St. Mary's 
School, read a.history of that college. 
The remainder of the afternoon was enjoyed socially, and the club ad­
journed to meet next time at Iligbee School. 
One of the most enjoyable features of the evening was the song rendered by 
Miss Gaea Wood, of the Higbee School. 
Roll of Honor for Third Quarter Exams. 
Ruth Brooks, Kate Lucas, Alice Culpepper, Mary Ashford, Lula Jones, 
Clara Ilarrell, Mary Thompson, Luella Hefly, Mamie Lucas, Louise Griffin, 
Hannah Frank, Louise Halle, Marietta Dunscomb, Louise Hurst, Mary Tut-
wiler, Gertrude Mason, Margaret Lowenstein, Dorothy Sternberg, Lily May 
Crawford. 
ATHLETICS 
On Tuesday, April 3, M. T. S. played its last basketball game of the season, 
and was defeated by High School, score, 16-9. 
The game was played on St. Mary's field. Although the Thomas displayed 
better team-work, the High School girls excelled in throwing goals, which even­
tually won the game for them. 
The line-up was as follows: 
THOMAS. HIGH SCHOOL. 
Loula Jones (c) Guard Barbara Croner 
Luella Hefley Guard Berta Merriweather 
Beatrice Garrison Forward Madge Dutro 
R, Brooks, M. Milburn Forward Tommy Ragsdale 
Alice Culpepper R. Center Maud Hubbard (0) 
Louise Bosler L. Center Martha Burns 
We are indebted to Miss Gaea Wood and Mr. Kinsey Buck, who acted as 
referee and umpire. 
* * * * 
TENNIS. 
Now that the basketball season has ended, the girls are turning their atten­
tion toward tennis. A tennis court is being put where the basketball field was, 
and everything bids fair to make this new venture a success. 
14 T H E  T H O M A S  E C H O  
Exchanges and Jokes. 
The High School Bulletin is hardly up to its mark this month. "Mistaken" 
and "A Lucky Accident" are very good, but short. A more attractive cover 
would improve the paper, and a story or two more would not do any harm. 
<4 * * 
The M. U. S. Topics has been unusually good for the last two issues. The 
stories each time have been interesting and well written. • Appearances Are 
Deceiving" is very good. The editors are to he highly commended for their 
good work. Each department is fully up to the mark. 
<4 4 4 4 
The Higbee Magazine for March is very good. "The Story Without a 
Name" is exceptionally good, and the "Diary of a Higbee Girl" continues to 
attract attention. 
4 4 4 4 
Checkers—Years ago I had money to burn and I burnt it ! 
Neckers—How? 
Checkers—-On an old flame of mine. 
Her Merry Widow.—Hubby—What! You paid fifty dollars for that Easter 
hat ? It's monstrous—it's a sin! 
Wife (sweetly)—No matter; the sin will be on my own head! 
"Has the son you sent away to college got his degree yet?" 
"I should say so. Why, he wrote last week that the faculty had called 
him in and given him the third degree. That boy's ambitious." 
P> 9s Ps Pi 
"Young man," said a rich and pompous old gentleman, "I was not al­
ways thus. I did not always ride in a motor car of my own. When I first 
started in life, I had to walk." 
"You were lucky," rejoined the young man. "When I first started I had 
to crawl. It took me a long time to learn to walk." 
Pi Pi P> Pi 
FRANK. 
Shopper.—"Can I hang this paper on myself?" 
Salesman.—"Yes, but it would look better on the wall." 
i 
